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This world is the City of Truth, its

maze of paths enchants the heart:

We can reach the goal without crossing

the road, such is the sport unending.
Where the ring of manifold joys ever

dances about Him, there is the

sport of Eternal Bliss.
When we know this, then all our

receiving and renouncing is over ;

Thenceforth the heat of having shall

never scorch us more.

He is the Ultimate Rest unbounded :

He has spread His form of love

throughout all the world.
Prom that Ray which is Truth, streams

of new forms are perpetually

springing : and He pervades those

forms.
All the gardens and groves and bowers

are abounding with blossom ; and

the air breaks forth into ripples

of joy.